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された（Naremore 105-6; Miller 201） 。1980 年代の半ば頃から、ウルフの
小説を当時の社会情勢との関連で読み解く研究が主流になるにつれ、この
ような語りは鳴りを潜めていくが、新しい流れがはっきりと現れて来たの




















































Did it matter then, she asked herself, walking towards Bond Street, did 
it matter that she must inevitably cease completely; all this must go on 
without her; did she resent it; or did it not become consoling to believe that 
death ended absolutely? but that somehow in the streets of London, on the 
ebb and flow of things, here, there, she survived, Peter survived, lived in 
each other, she being part, she was positive, of the trees at home; of the 
house there, ugly, rambling all to bits and pieces as it was; part of people 
she had never met; being laid out like a mist between the people she knew 
best, who lifted her on their branches as she had seen the trees lift the mist, 











































That she held herself well was true; and had nice hands and feet; and 
dressed well, considering that she spent little. But often now this body 
she wore (she stopped to look at a Dutch picture), this body, with all its 
capacities, seemed nothing – nothing at all. She had the oddest sense of 
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being herself invisible; unseen; unknown; there being no more marrying, no 
more having of children now, but only this astonishing and rather solemn 
progress with the rest of them, up Bond Street, this being Mrs. Dalloway; 
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That was her self when some effort, some call on her to be her self, drew 
the parts together, she alone knew how different, how incompatible and 
composed so for the world only into one centre, one diamond, one woman 
who sat in her drawing-room and made a meeting-point, a radiancy no 
doubt in some dull lives, a refuge for the lonely to come to, perhaps; she 
had helped young people, who were grateful to her; had tried to be the 
same always, never showing a sign of all the other sides of her – faults, 
jealousies, vanities, suspicions, like this of Lady Bruton not asking her to 
lunch; which, she thought (combing her hair finally), is utterly base! Now, 



























Here was So-and-so in South Kensington; some one up in Bayswater; and 
somebody else, say, in Mayfair. And she felt quite continuously a sense 
of their existence; and she felt what a waste; and she felt what a pity; and 
she felt if only they could be brought together; so she did it. And it was an 
offering; to combine, to create; but to whom?
     . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
     All the same, that one day should follow another; Wednesday, Thursday, 
Friday, Saturday; that one should wake up in the morning; see the sky; walk 
in the park; meet Hugh Whitbread; then suddenly in came Peter, then these 
roses; it was enough. After that, how unbelievable death was! – that it must 
end; and no one in the whole world would know how she had loved it all; 
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とは世界全体のことなのだ」（“as a woman, I have no country. As a woman I 
want no country. As a woman my country is the whole world”）と述べている（A 
















Oddly enough, she was one of the most through-going sceptics he had 
ever met, and possibly (this was a theory he used to make up to account 
for her, so transparent in some ways, so inscrutable in others), possibly she 
said to herself, As we are a doomed race, chained to a sinking ship . . .  as 
the whole thing is a bad joke, let us, at any rate, do our part; mitigate the 
suffering of our fellow-prisoners . . . decorate the dungeon with flowers 
and air-cushions; be as decent as we possibly can. Those ruffians, the Gods, 
shan’t have it all their own way – her notion being that the Gods, who never 
lost a chance of hurting, thwarting and spoiling human lives, were seriously 
put out if, all the same, you behaved like a lady. That phase came directly 
after Sylvia’s death – that horrible affair. To see your own sister killed by a 
















The noise was tremendous; and suddenly there were trumpets (the 
unemployed) blaring, rattling about in the uproar; military music; as 
if people were marching; yet had they been dying – had some woman 
breathed her last, and whoever was watching, opening the window of the 
room where she had just brought off that act of supreme dignity, looked 
down on Fleet Street, the uproar, that military music would have come 


































It was unsatisfactory, they agreed, how little one knew people. But she said, 
sitting on the bus going up Shaftesbury Avenue, she felt herself everywhere; 
not ‘here, here, here’; and she tapped the back of the seat; but everywhere. 
She waved her hand, going up Shaftesbury Avenue. She was all that. So that 
to know her, or any one, one must seek out the people who completed them; 
even the places. Odd affinities she had with people she had never spoken 
to, some woman in the street, some man behind a counter – even trees, or 
barns. It ended in a transcendental theory which, with her horror of death, 
allowed her to believe, or say that she believed (for all her scepticism), 
that since our apparitions, the part of us which appears, are so momentary 
compared with the other, the unseen part of us, which spread wide, the 
unseen might survive, be recovered somehow attached to this person or 

































いたのが、いまでは自然にばらばらになり始めている」（“thought the roses 
absolutely lovely; first bunched together; now of their own accord starting apart”）
と観察する箇所がある（130）。バラの花は、一時ひとつになったかと思うと、








And were they happy together? Sally asked (she herself was extremely 
happy); for, she admitted, she knew nothing about them, only jumped to 
conclusions, as one does, for what can one know even of the people one 
lives with every day? she asked. Are we not all prisoners? She had read a 
wonderful play about a man who scratched on the wall of his cell, and she 
felt that was true of life – one scratched on the wall. Despairing of human 
relationships (people were so difficult), she often went into her garden and 











































1　ただし、これらの研究に先立ったものとして Mepham による1983 年の論文がある。
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るるな　夏の暑さも／吹きすさぶ　冬の嵐も」（“Fear no more the heat o’ the sun / Nor the 
furious winter’s rages.”）という一節に目を留めるが、この哀歌は「尊きも　卑しきもみな
／みまかれば　塵と化すのみ」（“Golden lads and girls all must, / As chimney-sweepers, 
come to dust.”）と続く（4.2.265-66; 小田島 160）。
5　当初のタイトルは The Hours で、後になってMrs. Dalloway と改められた。
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